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PEOPLE   OF   HIS   LATE   CHARGE, 

AND   FIRST   ATTACHMENT, 

THE     FOLLOWING 

DISCOURSE 

IS    INSCRIBED, 
WITH    UNDIMINISHED    AFFECTION, 


AUTHOR. 


The  following  Discourse  was  printed  solely  for  those  to  whom  it  is 
inscribed,  at  their  request  and  expense.  Should  it  chance  to  fall  into  other 
hands,  a  word  of  explanation  would  be  necessary. 

In  the  providence  of  God,  the  author  had  been  removed,  for  a  considerable 
period,  from  the  people  of  his  charge,  by  tl;e  illness  of  one  to  whom  reference 
is  made  in  the  following  pages.  His  protracted  absence,  together  with  the 
uncertainty  of  his  return,  induced  him,  for  the  good  of  his  people,  to  request 
a  dissolution  of  his  pastoral  relation.  This  request  was  granted,  apparently 
from  the  same  motives  with  which  it  was  asked. 

Not  long  after,  he  was  called  to  revisit  his  former  residence  in  solitude 
and  sorrow.  Not  a  few  events  of  unusual  interest  to  himself  and  people 
had  transpired  during  their  separation.  Their  connection,  as  pastor  and 
church,  had  been  dissolved.  An  officer  of  the  church,  useful  in  life  and 
lamented  in  death,  had  also  deceased.  Moreover,  the  day  of  his  return  was 
the  usual  season  of  communion, —  and  one  of  peculiar  interest  to  him,  priv- 
ileged then  to  welcome,  to  the  table  of  the  Lord,  for  the  first  time,  several  who 
had  been  given  him  as  fruits  of  his  ministry.  The  occasion  seemed  to  invite 
an  allusion  to  all  these  events.  This  accounts  for  the  entire  want  of  unity 
in  the  plan  of  the  Discourse.  It  was  written  in  a  season  of  great  bodily 
and  mental  exhaustion-  and  printed  precisely  as  first  preached,  without  the 
author's  revision,  or   superintendence  of  the  press. 

One  motive  only  could  have  induced  him  to  print  a  sermon  in  itself  so 
defective,  and  so  entirely  dependent  for  its  interest  upon  the  circumstances 
under  which  it  was  delivered.  It  has  been  repeatedly  and  urgently  requested 
by  a  people  who  have  uniformly  manifested  all  kindness  towards  him.  Still 
to  be  remembered  and  loved  by  them  is  a  distinction  which  he  covets.  By 
consenting  to  their  request,  he  gives  a  pledge  of  his  unaltered  attachment  to 
them.  It  may  serve,  therefore,  as  an  assurance  that  our  hearts  have  not  been 
divided  :  and  though  we  are  no  longer  connected  as  minister  and  people,  that 
we  are  united  as  ever  by  love  unfeigned,  and  by  the  common  hope  of  meeting 
in  a  world  where  they  have  no  need  of  pastors  and  teachers,  but  where  the 
Lamb  himself  shall  lead  us  into  green  pastures,  and  beside  still  waters. 
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SERMON. 


LUKE    XXIII,    28. 
Daughters  of  Jerusalem,  weep  not  for  me,  but  weep  for  yourselves  and 
for  your  children. 

These  words  were  addressed  by  the  compassionate 
Savior  to  the  true  mourners  who  were  gathered  about 
his  cross.  How  wonderfully  did  he  exhibit  in  death  that 
tender  and  disinterested  love  which  marked  his  living 
ministry.  He,  who  had  never  wept  for  himself,  but 
often  for  others,  spent  his  latest  breath  in  praying  for  his 
enemies,  and  in  providing  for  his  disconsolate  friends. 
There  stood  the  mother  of  Jesus,  beholding,  as  with  a 
sword  in  her  heart,  the  sufferings  of  her  expiring  Son. 
With  speechless  agony  she  watched  the  paleness  which 
was  gathering  on  his  face,  and,  with  a  mother's  heart, 
longed  to  quench  his  thirst,  and  relieve  his  sufferings. 
His  thoughts  were  not  for  himself,  but  for  her,  whom 
he  was  soon  to  leave  in  an  evil  world.  He  sought  to 
provide  for  her  a  home  and  refuge  ;  and  to  bind  up 
that  heart  which  was  now  to  be  torn  bleeding  away 
from  him.     The  circumstance  is  related  with  inimitable 


simplicity  and  beauty.  He  speaks  on  her  behalf,  to 
that  "  disciple  whom  he  loved,"  distinguished  already 
by  many  special  tokens  of  his  Master's  favor,  but  above 
all,  by  being  chosen  to  protect  his  widowed  mother, — 
"  Son,  behold  thy  mother ;"  "  Woman,  behold  thy  son." 
"A  great  company  of  women  also  bewailed  and  la- 
mented him."  They  had  often  ministered  unto  him. 
They  had  followed  him  from  Galilee  to  Jerusalem, 
wondering  what  was  about  to  befall  him.  How  could 
they  refrain  from  weeping,  when  they  saw  such  as  He, 
w^ho  had  healed  their  sick,  raised  their  dead,  forgiven 
their  sins,  suffering  such  a  death?  They  lifted  up  their 
voice  and  wept  for  him.  But  his  thoughts  and  his 
grief  are  not  for  himself,  but  for  them.  He  anticipates 
the  destruction  of  that  city,  over  which  he  had  prayed 
and  wept.  In  view  of  the  calamities  which  were  ere 
long  to  overtake  its  inhabitants,  his  heart  was  moved 
with  pity,  as  he  exclaimed,  "  Daughters  of  Jerusalem, 
weep  not  for  me,  but  weep  for  yourselves,  and  for  your 
children."  He  sought  to  divert  their  sympathy  'from 
himself,  for  a  salutary  purpose.  Grief  on  his  account 
was  unnecessary  and  unavailing.  Timely  mourning 
for  themselves  might  lead  them  to  prepare  for  the  com- 
ing day  of  evil,  and  so  to  deliver  their  own  souls. 

A  general  principle  may  be  deduced  from  this  nar- 
rative of  great  practical  importance.  The  social  sym- 
pathies of  our  nature  may  be  so  unduly  excited,  either 
by  the  truths  of  revelation,  or  the  providences  of  God, 
as  to  divert  the  mind  from  itself,  and  prevent  the  moral 
effect  which   they  were  designed   to   produce.      The 


great  object  of  all  the  truths  and  providences  of  God 
is  to  promote  our  moral  improvement.  They  were 
intended  for  something  more  than  dramatic  effect ;  — to 
sanctify  the  heart  rather  than  move  the  natural  sensi- 
bilities :  not  to  lead  the  soul  away  from  home,  to  weep 
and  faint  in  excess  of  feeling,  but  to  make  the  soul 
reflect,  and  inquire  how  these  truths  and  providences 
concern  our  personal  character  and  destiny.  But  since 
we  are  not  only  moral,  but  intellectual  and  social 
beings,  it  is  easy  to  conceive  how  one  may  exercise 
both  thought  and  feeling  on  religious  themes,  whilst 
the  moral  nature  may  remain  unmoved  and  un- 
sanctified. 

This  solemn  ordinance  affords  a  good  illustration  of 
my  meaning.  How  much  in  that  scene  which  it  com- 
memorates that  is  calculated  to  move  our  sensibilities ! 
That  heart  must  be  made  of  adamant  which  can  con- 
template it  without  deep  and  tender  emotion.  No 
scene  ever  transpired  on  earth  more  adapted  to  awaken 
natural  sympathy.  There  is  the  character  of  the 
innocent  sufferer  ;  his  last  interview  with  his  disciples, 
so  affectionate  and  mournful ;  his  trial  before  Pilate, 
meek,  uncomplaining,  like  a  lamb  before  its  shearers  ; 
his  ascent  up  Calvary  ;  the  bowing  of  his  head,  the 
darkening  of  the  sun  ;  the  rending  of  the  rocks ;  the 
opening  of  the  graves;  —  who  does  not  understand 
how  one  may  dwell  on  scenes  so  tender,  august  and 
sublime,  till  he  has  transferred  himself  from  the  sphere 
of  religious  feeling  to  the  regions  of  poetic  excitement? 
Who  has  not  seen  irreligious  men  weeping,  they  knew 
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not  why,  over  some  eloquent  description  of  this  won- 
derful event  ?  Who  knows  not  that  there  is  no  religion 
in  the  excitement  of  such  sympathies  ? — that  con- 
science is  often  blunted  when  the  sensibilities  are 
acute?  —  that  the  moral  nature  is  unaffected,  unim- 
proved, even  when  the  social  feelings  are  raised  to 
ecstasy? — and  that  all  this  interest  and  feeling  may 
exist,  where  there  is  a  total  oblivion  of  the  great  moral 
causes  on  account  of  which  it  "  behooved  Christ  to 
suffer."  Mere  emotion  like  this  differs  not  at  all  from 
that  which  is  awakened  by  scenes  of  fiction.  But 
because  it  is  excited  by  this  event,  and  because  withal 
the  emotion  itself  is  so  delightful,  there  is  danger  lest 
it  be  construed  into  a  love  for  Christ  and  his  gospel. 
To  all  who  indulge  it,  Christ  seems  again  to  say, 
"Weep  not  for  me,  but  for  yourselves."  The  great 
object  of  Christ's  sufferings  was  to  save  the  soul  from 
sin  and  death.  We  have  each  a  deep,  personal,  eternal 
interest  in  the  scene.  It  was  intended  to  turn  the  soul 
of  every  sinner  back  upon  itself,  and  make  it  feel  that, 
upon  that  single  object  —  the  cross  of  Christ  —  are 
suspended  all  its  hopes  for  time  and  eternity.  In 
every  possible  way  are  we  admonished,  not  merely, 
like  the  women  who  surrounded  his  cross,  to  "  bewail 
and  lament  him,"  but  to  believe  on  him  with  the  heart : 
not  only  to  mourn  for  him,  but  to  love  and  obey  him : 
not  merely  to  sympathize  with  him,  in  his  agony,  but 
to  sorrow  for  those  sins  on  account  of  which  he  suf- 
fered ;  and  to  flee  ourselves,  sinful,  helpless,  penitent, 
to  that  bleeding  bosom,  to  lay  hold  of  the  hope  there 
set  before  us. 
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There  is  scarcely  a  fact  revealed  in  Scripture,  which 
is  not  invested  with  irresistible  appeals  to  the  sensibili- 
ties of  our  common  nature,  as  well  as  of  religion. 
The  imagination  may  be  charmed  by  the  descriptions 
of  heaven.  We  may  admire  and  rejoice  as  we  read  of 
the  golden  streets,  the  rivers  of  pleasure,  the  pearly 
gates,  and  the  green  pastures,  while  at  the  very  mo- 
ment we  neglect  the  only  required  way  which  leadeth 
us  there.  We  may  employ  the  wrong  faculty.  Ima- 
gination is  not  faith  :  and  faith  is  feigned,  unless  it 
couples  that  "honor,  glory,  and  immortality,"  with 
present  "  patient  continuance  in  well  doing." 

How  easily  may  we  be  raised  to  the  highest  emotions 
of  awe  and  sublimity,  by  laying  hold  of  the  awful 
scenes  of  the  judgment :  the  passing  away  of  the 
heavens  with  a  great  noise ;  the  burning  of  the  world ; 
the  assembling  of  the  whole  human  family  for  the  first 
and  the  last  time  ;  without  ever  pausing  to  think  that  we 
have  a  personal  interest  in  that  event ;  that  there  every 
sinner  will  mourn  apart,  and  every  secret  thing  will  be 
revealed,  whether  it  be  good  or  whether  it  be  evil.  Oh, 
how  easy  for  all  this  to  transpire  without  ever  prompting 
the  solicitous  inquiry  as  of  one  who  is  himself  to  be 
there,  and  himself  to  be  judged,  "who  may  abide  the  day 
of  His  coming  ?  and  who  shall  stand  when  He  appear- 
eth?" 

Perhaps  there  is  no  subject  which  admits  of  such  an 
application  of  this  principle  as  the  death  of  our  friends, 
Alas !  how  often  is  the  effect  designed  to  be  produced 
by  these  solemn  providences  prevented  by  the  misman- 
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agement  of  our  sympathies  !     I  am  not  the  advocate  of 
Stoicism.     At  such  times  the  heart  will  feel ;  and  God 
intends  that  it  should.     Grief  is  both  innocent,  and  irre- 
pressible.    "  Jesus  wept."     He  approached  the  grave 
of  Lazarus,   "  groaning  within  himself."     Oftentimes, 
there  is,  at  first,  a  tumultuous  rush  of  grief,  which  well 
nigh  prevents  reflection.    But  there  will  soon  be  formed 
a  habit  of  the  mind  in  contemplating  our  losses.     Now, 
you  will  perceive  the  distinction  of  which  I  have  spoken. 
One  weeps  only  for  the  dead  ;  another  for  the  living. 
One  thinks  only  that  the  departed  will  never,  never  re- 
turn ;  the  other  steadily  reflects  that  he  is  on  his  way 
to  the  dead.     One  dwells  only  on  those  circumstances 
of  tenderness  which  belong  to  the  parting  scene  —  the 
last  words  of  love,  the  last  thrilling,  oh !  how  thrilling  ! 
pressure  of  the  hand  —  the  silence  and  woe  which  filled 
the  chambers  of   death,   till  his  heart  is  dissolved  in 
sorrow.     The  other  connects  that  scene  with  the  dread 
realities  of  eternity,  with  his  own  approaching  change, 
and  his  awed  spirit  falls  back  upon  itself  to  ask,  if.  it  is 
ready  for  the  summons.     The  one  weeps  he  knows  not 
why  ;  the  other,  lest  having  a  promise  to  enter  into  rest, 
he  should  at  last  come  short  of  it.     The  sympathies  of 
the  one  have  their  season,  and  pass  away  :   the  heart  of 
the  other  is  permanently  detached  from  the  world,  ele- 
vated, sanctified.     The  heart  of  one  is  left  to  wither 
and  waste,  a    "  leafless  desert ; "    while   the  other  is 
made  tender,  gentle,  easy  to  be  entreated,  yielding  the 
peaceable  fruits  of  righteousness.     The  former  has  lost 
the  effect  which  God  designed  to  produce  by  the  afflic- 
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tion  —  the  greatest  of  all  losses  ;  —  while  the  spiritual 
nature  of  the  other  has  received  the  designed  impression, 
having  laid  hold  of  those  great  moral  and  eternal  truths, 
which  these  providences  have  repeated,  and  bj  which 
alone  we  can  be  saved. 

The  distinction  of  which  I  have  spoken  is  immensely 
important  to  all  whom  God  has  bereaved.  To  all,  then, 
is  it  applicable,  for  to  all  hath  God  spoken.  Since  last 
we  met  in  this  house  of  prayer,  what  inroads  hath  death 
made  upon  our  number.  One,  and  another,  and  yet 
another  are  not,  for  God  hath  taken  them.  Where  now 
are  they  whom  we  were  wont  to  meet  in  the  houses  we 
inhabit,  in  the  streets  we  walk,  in  this  sanctuary  we 
frequent  ?  Where  now  is  he,  who  once  bore  these 
sacred  emblems  ?  Where  now  is  she,  dear  partner  of 
my  youth  ?  These  vacant  seats  respond,  eternity.  The 
place  that  knew  them,  will  know  them  no  more  forever. 
Shall  we  waste  precious  time  in  unavailing  grief  for 
them  ?  Shall  we  prostrate  ourselves  upon  the  grave  of 
buried  affection,  and  pour  the  bitter  tear,  and  utter  the 
unheard  groan  ?  A  voice,  from  the  invisible  world, 
exclaims,  "  weep  not  for  us,  but  weep  for  yourselves, 
and  for  your  children."  We  stand  ourselves  upon  the 
very  threshhold  of  eternity.  We  are  drawing  near  to 
death.  From  that  warfare  there  is  no  discharge.  An  im- 
petuous current  is  bearing  us  irresistibly  onwards  to  that 
interminable  ocean,  where  all  earthly  joys  and  sorrows 
are  forgotten,  where  months  and  years,  and  time  itself 
will  be  swallowed  up  forever.  We  cannot  stay  to  weep 
or  to  rejoice.    Soon,  very  soon,  shall  we  pass  within  the 
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vail.  How  diligent,  therefore,  should  we  be  to  improve 
these  events  each  for  himself.  The  living  should  lay 
them  to  heart. 

Grief  for  the  departed  is  unavailing.  We  cannot 
recall  them.  Their  allotment  is  fixed.  When  David's 
infant  child  was  sick,  he  fasted,  and  prayed,  and  wept, 
and  all  night  lay  prostrate  upon  the  earth.  But  when 
the  mortal  strife  was  ended,  and  the  child  was  no  longer 
an  object  of  prayer,  he  arose,  washed,  anointed  himself, 
took  refreshment,  and  went  into  the  house  of  the  Lord, 
saying,  "  While  the  child  was  yet  alive  I  fasted  and 
wept,  for  1  said  who  can  tell  whether  God  will  be  gra- 
cious to  me  that  the  child  may  live.  But  now  he  is 
dead,  wherefore  should  I  fast  ?  Can  1  bring  him  back 
again  ?  I  shall  go  to  him,  he  will  never  return  to  me." 
The  voice  of  grief  cannot  pierce  the  dull,  cold  ear  of  death. 
No  sorrow  of  thine,  can  bring  back  the  departed  to  your 
embrace.  Neither  can  we  change  their  condition. 
They  have  entered  that  world,  where  all  is  fixed,  immu- 
table, eternal.  They  who  once,  like  us,  were  iij  the 
midst  of  many  privileges,  have  gone  to  an  irreversible 
idoom.     Behold  the  contrast. 

Where  are  the  living  ?  on  the  ground 
Where  prayer  is  heard,  and  mercy  found ; 
Where  in  the  compass  of  a  span, 
The  mortal  makes  the  immortaJ  man. 

Who  are  the  living  ?    They  vi^hose  breath 
Draws  every  moment  near  to  death ; 
Of  endless  bliss  or  woe  the  heirs, 
Oh  !  what  an  awful  lot  is  theirs  ! 

We  should  weep  not  for  the  pious  dead,  but  rather 
rejoice  on  their  account.     Once  they  feared  and  shrunk 
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from  death,  as  we  do  now,  but  they  shall  die  no  more, 
having  become  equal  to  the  angels.  That  conflict  which 
we  must  all  sustain,  thej  have  passed.  We  rejoice  for 
them,  that  they  are  safely  through ;  we  weep  for  our- 
selves in  view  of  what  we  must  yet  encounter.  Though 
exposed,  shivering  and  suffering  to  the  storm,  for  this  will 
we  be  grateful,  that  any,  who  are  dear  to  us,  have  been 
rescued  by  a  friendly  hand,  and  placed  secure  in  their 
best  home  and  refuge.  Shall  we  not  rejoice  as  did  they, 
that  there  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God,  where 
there  is  no  sickness,  nor  sin,  nor  sorrow,  and  where 
tears  are  wiped  away  from  every  eye  ?  With  their 
latest  breath,  they  called  upon  us  to  rejoice  with  them, 
because  they  had  the  presence  and  support  of  Jesus, 
and  shall  we  grieve  for  them,  when  the  hopes  of  glory 
were  in  their  souls  ? 

The  happy  death  of  a  Christian  is  a  trophy  that  be- 
longs to  religion.  We  have  no  right  to  withhold  from 
God  the  things  which  are  God's.  Every  redeemed 
sinner,  who  dies  with  the  hopes  of  the  gospel  in  his 
soul,  adds  new  lustre  to  the  Redeemer's  character.  He 
reflects  honor  upon  his  name  and  cause,  among  men,  and 
awakens  new  songs  of  praise  among  the  angels  of  heaven. 
In  this  peculiar  sense  is  the  death  of  his  saints  precious 
in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  They  go  to  form  the  jewels 
in  his  crown.  He  sees  of  the  travail  of  his  soul,  and  is 
satisfied.  We  are  called,  therefore,  to  stand  on  very 
elevated  and  holy  ground,  when  we  contemplate  the 
departure  of  our  Christian  friends. 
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Such  a  scene  furnishes  us  with  the  most  satisfactory 
and  delightful  evidence  of  the  reality  of  our  faith  — 
evidence  which  no  perverse  reasoning  can  disturb,  which 
the  world  cannot  take  away.  When  we  see  how  the 
blessed  Jesus  did  comfort  and  support  them,  that  he 
never  left  nor  forsook  them  —  that  they  descended  to 
the  grave  leaning  on  his  almighty  arm,  and  singing  the 
songs  of  the  redeemed,  then  we  grow  ct)nfident  that  we 
cherish  no  illusion.  Then,  if  never  before,  Christ 
seems  evidently  set  before  us.  Whenever  we  think  of 
them,  we  think  of  Him,  and  Christ  and  heaven  draw 
nigh  to  occupy  the  whole  sphere  of  our  vision.  So 
closely  united  are  they  all,  that  for  the  time,  we  lose  sight 
of  all  things  else,  in  the  glory  of  Christ,  and  the  "  mag- 
nificence of  eternity."  We  may  doubt  the  veracity  and 
power  and  existence  of  the  Redeemer  in  any  other  spot 
—  but  not  in  that  chamber  where  the  man  of  God  falls 
asleep  in  Jesus.  Christ  is  there.  We  may  have  heard 
of  him  before  by  the  hearing  of  the  ear,  but  now  our 
eyes  see  him.  We  witness  the  support  and  joy*  which 
he  bestows  upon  the  fainting  spirit,  till  we  are  forced  to 
exclaim,  with  the  centurion  at  the  cross,  "  Truly  this  is 
the  Son  of  God."  We  leave  the  spot,  saying  one  to 
another,  "  We  have  seen  the  Lord,  and  beheld  his 
glory."  Then,  with  peculiar  evidences  of  his  mercy 
and  faithfulness  shining  around  us,  our  thoughts  turn  to 
the  hour  of  our  own  dissolution,  and  the  necessity  of 
his  support  to  our  departing  spirits,  and  we  are  able  to 
connect  these  three  most  important  objects,  and,  with 
the  holy  confidence  of  the  Apostle,  exclaim,    "  I  know 
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in  whom  I  have  believed,  and  that  he  is  able  to  keep 
that,  which  I  have  committed  to  him,  unto  that  day." 
This  evidence  you  have  enjoyed  in  the  case  of  that 
one  of  our  number,  whom  we  loved  and  honored  on 
earth,  and  of  whom  we  now  think,  as  of  a  glorified  spirit 
in  heaven.  You  were  privileged  to  witness  the  support 
and  joy  which  the  Saviour  of  men  only  could  impart  to 
him.  His  words  of  counsel  and  encouragement  are 
fresh  in  your  minds.  Christ  was  his  hope.  It  was  the 
light  of  His  countenance  that  alone  illuminated  the 
gloom  of  the  grave,  and  when  he  walked  through  the 
dark  valley,  it  was  his  rod,  and  his  staff  that  alone  com- 
forted and  supported  him.  The  prayer  of  Christ  re- 
specting our  brother  is  answered  :  he  is  with  him  where 
he  is !  And  shall  we  not  receive  with  gladness  every 
new  evidence  of  our  Saviour's  faithfuhiess  ?  In  his 
gentle  dealings  with  our  beloved  friend,  he  hath  given 
us  "  strong  consolation."  We  rejoice,  with  exceeding 
joy,  for  the  fresh  assurance,  that  he,  who  never  left  nor 
forsook  him,  will  never  leave  nor  forsake  us,  —  that  his 
right  hand  will  be  underneath  us,  and  that,  when  heart 
and  flesh  fail  us,  he  will  be  our  strength  and  portion  for- 
ever. That  spot  where  our  brother  fell  asleep  was  the 
gate  of  heaven.  There  shone  the  wondrous  glory  of 
the  gospel.  There  were  exhibited  the  reality  and  power 
of  a  Christian's  faith.  Earth  has  no  spot  where  the 
heart  of  a  Christian  is  so  fully  inclined  to  exclaim,  with 
gratitude  and  joy  unspeakable,  "  Thanks,  thanks  be 
unto  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

s: 
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I,  too,  may  be  permitted  to  add  my  testimony,  from 
all  I  have  been  privileged  to  see  and   hear  in  the  expe- 
rience of  another  departed  saint,  that  Christ  is  precious 
and  faithful;  that  he  is,  —  delightful  truth,  —  everywhere 
present.     His  visitations  of  mercy  are  confined  to  no 
place.     He  is  with  his  people   everywhere,  even  unto 
the   end  of  the  world.     Were   I   able  to  describe,  with 
unerring  precision,   her   ineffable  longings   after    God, 
the  communications  of  a  Saviour's  love  and  presence 
which  she  enjoyed,  the  peace  and  joy  which  were  lighted 
up  in  her  heart,  I  know   that  it   would  impart  to  your 
souls,  as  it  did  to  mine,  sweet  evidence  that  Christ  ever 
liveth,  and  fresh  encouragement  to  look  unto  him,  as 
the  author  and  finisher  of   our  faith.     While   this  may 
be  of  doubtful  propriety  in  the  present  place,  I  should 
do  great  injustice  to  the  character  of  our  Saviour,  did  I 
withhold  my  testimony  to  the  manner  in  which  his  ow^n 
gracious  promise  was  abundantly  fulfilled  ;  "  As  thy  day 
is,  so  shall  thy  strength  be."     He  enabled  her,   when 
others   wept,   to   say,   '  Weep   not  for  me.'      She  in- 
voked them  to  be  grateful,  because  of  the  consolations 
and  hopes  she  enjoyed.     As  the  outward  man  perished, 
the  inward  man  was  renewed,  day  by  day,    till    her 
*  peace  became  as  a  river,  and  her  joy  as  the  waves  of 
the  sea.'     Her  dying  testimony  to  the  existence  and 
love  of  Jesus  was  wonderfully  explicit.     He  seemed  to 
draw  near,  and  shine,   brighter  and  warmer,  into  her 
soul.     His  love  appeared  "  like  an  ocean,  incomprehen- 
sible, in  which  the  mind  is  lost.     That  he  should  have 
left  heaven,  when  so  happy  and  glorious  there,   to  die 
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tor  sinners,  was  inconceivable."  He  was  her  hope  and 
joy,  living  or  dying.  To  live  and  labor  for  him  was  a 
pleasant  prospect ;  to  die  and  be  with  him  was  far  better. 
Her  mind  kindled  into  gladness,  as  she  surveyed  the 
prospect  on  either  side,  exclaiming,  "  how  ungrateful 
should  I  be  to  repine,  since  nothing  but  happiness  is 
before  me,  whether  I  live  or  die."  When  informed,  in 
reply  to  her  own  inquiry,  that  she  could  not  long  survive, 
the  same  Saviour  enabled  her  to  breathe  the  prompt 
response  ;  "  Even  so,  come.  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly," 
Near  the  close  of  her  pilgrimage,  at  midnight,  she  said, 
"  The  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  is  very  dark,  but 
the  sun  of  righteousness  shines  directly  through  it." 
In  the  same  still  and  solemn  hour,  like  the  imprisoned 
Apostles  singing  praises  to  God,  she,  too,  by  the  same 
grace,  was  enabled  to  say  that  her  joy  was  full,  as  she 
thought  of  Him,  who  giveth  his  people  "  songs  in  the 
night ;  "  and,  as  her  mind  was  directed  upward  to  the 
angels  and  redeemed  about  the  throne,  a  door  seem.ed 
opened  in  heaven,  and  the  emotions  of  her  soul  were 
expressed  in  the  language  of  a  favorite  hymn. 

Oh  when  will  the  period  appear 
When  I  shall  unite  in  your  song  ? 
I  'm  weary  of  lingering  here, 
And  1  to  your  Saviour  belong. 

I'm  fettered  and  chain'd  up  in  clay  ; 

1  struggle  and  pant  to  be  free, 

I  long  to  be  soaring  away. 

My  God  and  my  Saviour  to  see. 

I  want  to  put  on  my  attire, 

Wash'd  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 

I  want  to  be  one  of  your  choir, 

And  tune  my  sweet  harp  to  his  name. 
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Shall  we  not  be  grateful,  mj  Christian  friends,  that 
there  is  such  a  Saviour,  so  faithful,  so  abundant  in  mercy 
and  goodness  and  truth  ?  Shall  we  not  take  home  to 
our  hearts  all  the  evidence  on  this  point,  which  his  deal- 
ings with  our  departed  friends  have  furnished !  It  does 
impart  substance  and  reality  to  our  best  hopes,  when 
friends,  lingering  for  a  while,  between  life  and  death, 
conversing  alike  with  earth  and  heaven,  inform  us  of  all 
they  see  and  hear  of  the  glories  which  are  bursting  on 
their  view.  Said  one,  in  near  approach  of  death,  to 
surrounding  friends,  "You  ought  to  feel  happy,  —  all 
ought  to  feel  happy,  who  come  here,  for  they  are  within 
a  few  steps  of  heaven."  So  indeed  they  ought.  They 
enjoy  the  sweetest,  highest  evidence  of  the  reality  and 
power  of  religion.  It  is  as  though  one  had  descended 
from  the  actual  vision  of  heaven  to  tell  them  of  its 
wonders.  Henceforth,  they  can  no  more  be  incredulous 
and  unbelieving,  than  if,  like  Jacob,  they  had  seen 
angels  from  heaven,  ascending  and  descending,  with 
special  messages  from  God.  Now  will  we  rejoice  in 
him  who  is  the  resurrection  and  the  life.  Though  be- 
reaved and  lonely  affection  may  cry  out  with  the 
prophet,  "  How  is  my  strong  staff  broken,  —  the  beau- 
tiful rod."  Yet  Christian  faith  shall  put  forth  a  more 
full  and  implicit  credence  in  him,  who  hath  gone  to  pre- 
pare mansions  for  those  who  love  him,  and  who  hath 
removed  some  who  who  were  dear  to  us,  to  that  rest 
that  remaineth  for  the  people  of  God. 

They  sleep  in  Jesus,  and  are  blest  > 
How  kind  their  slumbers  are. 
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In  this,  as  Christ  himself  hath  taught  us,  will  we  be 
glad,  that  their  names  are  written  in  heaven.  "  Their 
sun  shall  no  more  go  down,  neither  shall  their  moon 
withdraw  itself,  for  the  Lord  shall  be  their  everlasting 
light,  and  the  days  of  their  mourning  are  ended."  Oh, 
could  they  break  the  silence  of  the  eternal  world,  would 
they  not  exclaim,  "  Weep  not  for  us  ?  "  Do  they  not 
look  down  with  pity  and  alarm  upon  us,  so  spiritless,  so 
sluggish,  lest  we  should  come  short  of  that  rest  ?  When, 
if  not  now,  will  our  icy  habits  be  broken,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  Lord,  coming  mightily  upon  us,  bear  us  above 
the  vanities  and  the  sufferings  of  time  ?  The  triumphant 
departure  of  others  encourages  us  to  press  onwards. 
"  A  distinguished  traveller,  speaking  of  the  large  com- 
panies that  were  travelling  from  the  East  to  Jerusalem, 
represents  the  procession  as  very  long ;  and  after  climb- 
ing over  the  extended  and  heavy  ranges  of  hills  that 
bounded  the  way,  some  of  the  foremost,  at  length, 
reached  the  top  of  the  last  hill,  and,  stretching  up  their 
hands  in  gestures  of  joy,  cried  out,  "The  Holy  City," 
"  the  Holy  City,"  and  fell  down  and  worshipped,  while 
those  who  were  behind,  pressed  forward  to  see.  So  the 
dying  Christian,  when  he  gets  on  the  last  summit  of  life, 
and  stretches  his  vision  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  heav- 
enly city,  and  cries  out  of  its  glories,  incites  those  who 
are  behind,  to  press  forward  to  the  sight." 

"  They  mourn  the  dead,  who  live  as  they  require;  " 

And  is  it  not  the  desire  of  our  departed  friends,  that 
we  should  love  that  Saviour  whom  they  loved,  and  in 
whom  they  trusted  ?     Shall  we  not  love  him,  who  so 
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loved  them  ?  Can  we  any  longer  withhold  our  hearts 
from  him  ?  Shall  we  not  to-daj  be  constrained  to  con- 
secrate ourselves  to  him  for  life,  and  death,  for  time 
and  eternity. 

And  will  it  now  be  comparatively  easy  to  set  our 
affections  on  things  above  ?  We  have  now  a  nevi^  rela- 
tionship to  heaven.  "  There  our  best  friends,  and  kin- 
dred dwell."  God  seems  to  employ  the  attraction  of  a 
human  love  to  draw  our  hearts  upwards  to  him.  Let 
us  obey  the  voice  which  calls  us  thither.  Let  us  no 
longer  cleave  to  a  world,  which  will  shortly  perish,  and 
which  we  must  shortly  quit,  while  we  neglect  that  in 
which  we  are  invited  to  dwell  with  God  forever. 

In  every  aspect  in  which  we  contemplate  these  prov- 
idences, we  find  them  full  of  profitable  and  eloquent  in- 
struction. How  unwise,  therefore,  shall  we  be  if  we  do 
not  lay  them  to  heart.  Oh,  if  we  should,  from  excess  of 
grief,  or  from  any  other  cause,  shut  our  hearts  against  the 
great  moral  lessons  they  were  sent  to  teach  us,  how  sure 
it  is,  that,  in  death  and  in  eternity,  we  shall  moiirn  over 
our  own  folly,  in  having  despised  reproof,  and  rejected 
the  counsel  of  the  Lord.  The  pious  dead  need  not  our 
grief.  They  are  not  lost.  They  have  gone  before  us  to 
their  everlasting  rest.  We  are  left  yet  longer  to  endure 
the  uncertain  conflicts  of  this  mortal  state.  We  are  yet 
in  a  world  of  temptation  and  danger.  We  have  hearts 
that  are  deceitful,  above  all  things,  and  desperately 
wicked.  Our  victory  is  not  yet  won.  The  crown  of 
glory  is  not  yet  in  our  possession.  We  have  cause  for 
fear  and  trembling,  lest  having  a  promise  to  enter  into 
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that  rest,  any  of  us  should  seem  to  come  short  of  it. 
While  others  sink  in  death,  and  rise  to  conquest  and  a 
crown,  we  are  to  press  onwards,  fight  manfully  the  good 
fight  of  faith,  turn  neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the 
left,  remembering  that  all  is  at  stake  for  eternity.  Lety 
then,  the  inquiry  come  home  with  all  its  force  to  our 
souls,  '  Are  we  setting  our  affections  on  things  above  ?  ' 
'  Are  we  preparing  to  meet  God  ?  '  '  How  stands  the 
dread  account  between  us  and  our  Maker  ?  '  '  Who  of 
us  shall  be  saved  so  as  by  fire  ?  '  '  Who  of  us  shall  enter 
into  heaven,  like  Elijah,  in  solemn  triumph  ? ' 

Death  may  make  a  difference,  and  there  may  be 
A  difference  at  the  coming  trump  of  God. 

God  forbid,  that  any  of  our  number,  when  the  ran- 
somed of  the  Lord, are  gathered  at  the  marriage  supper 
of  the  Lamb,  and  the  door  is  shut,  should  stand  without 
to  knock,  and  knock  in  vain.  AVhat  anguish  must  such 
experience,  when  they  see,  not  only  Abraham,  and  Isaac, 
and  Jacob,  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  but  many  who 
sat  side  by  side  with  them  at  the  same  communion 
table,  and  they  themselves  shut  out !  Now,  now  is  the 
time  to  escape  that  woe,  and  fill  eternity  with  joy. 
Now  privileges  are  passing,  the  dead  admonish,  a  bleed- 
ing Saviour  invites.  To-day,  this  table  of  a  Saviour's 
love  is  spread,  to  remind  us  afresh  of  the  great  feast 
above,  and  ere  the  door  is  shut,  and  God  waits  no  longer 
to  be  gracious,  some  of  our  number  are  removed  from 
earth  to  heaven,  that,  timely  warned,  we  may  prompt 
the  solicitous  inqury. 

Shall  zoe  loho  sat  with  them  helow, 
Commune  with  them  above  ? 
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What  a  blessed  communion  do  they  enjoy  in  heaven  ! 
Their  glorified  spirits  are  waving  the  palms  of  victory, 
for  dangers  past,  and  an  immortality  of  bliss  secured. 
There  is  no  element  of  sorrow  in  that  feast  of  which 
their  souls  partake.  With  what  exalted  society  do  they 
commune  !  There  all  is  purity,  and  love,  and  joy.  No 
narrow  views,  no  selfish  purpose,  no  sinful  feeling  dis- 
turbs the  harmony  of  their  worship.  Not,  as  here,  do 
they  behold  and  love  the  Saviour,  only  through  these 
dim  memorials  ;  but  the  "  King  in  his  beauty  "  is  with 
them,  even  Jesus,  the  Mediator  of  the  new  covenant. 
The  innumerable  company  of  the  redeemed  are  there  ; 
each  and  all,  as  they  sing  the  songs  of  salvation,  making 
eternal  harmony  in  praise  to  him,  who  loved  and  gave 
himself  to  die  for  them.  There  are  the  patriarchs  of  a 
thousand  years.  —  David  exclaiming  with  more  than 
earthly  rapture,  '  Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee  ! ' 
There  are  the  prophets,  leading  the  worship  of  heaven. 
There  stands  Paul,  lost  in  wonder,  and  exclaiming  again, 
'  Oh  the  depths,  the  depths,  both  of  the  wisdom  and 
the  knowledge  of  God.'  There  Peter,  free  from  danger, 
with  transparent  honesty,  appeals  again  to  his  Master  — 
"  Lord,  thou  knowest  all  things,  thou  knowest  that  1 
love  thee*"  There  John  leaning  on  the  bosom  of  his 
Saviour,  cries  out,  in  the  fervor  of  his  affection,  "  Truly 
our  fellowship  is  with  the  Father,  and  with  his  Son. 
What  manner  of  love  hath  the  Father  bestowed  upon 
us,  that  we  should  be  called  the  children  of  God." 
There  are  all  those  holy  men  who  have  taught  us  by 
their  voice,  and  encouraged  us  by  their  example,  to  run 
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with  patience  the  race  set  before  us.  And  as  the  bright 
and  happy  throng  pass  before  our  spiritual  vision,  here 
and  there  is  a  familiar  face  turned  sweetly  upon  us,  to 
lure  us  upward,  and  by  its  smiles  to  say,  their  joy  is  full. 

I  want,  oh,  I  want  to  be  there, 
Where  sorrow  and  sin  bid  adieu, 
Your  joy  and  your  friendship  to  share, 
To  wonder  and  worship  with  you. 

Well,  my  Christian  friends,  Christ  is  faithful.  He  is 
mighty  to  save.  Yet  a  "  little  while,  and  he  that  shall 
come,  will  come,  and  will  not  tarry."  Draw  nigh  to 
him,  and  he  will  draw  nigh  to  you.  Be  followers  of 
him,  in  the  regeneration,  and  when  he  shall  appear,  you 
shall  appear  with  him  in  glory. 

Are  there  not  some  present,  who  feel  no  interest  in 
themes  like  these  ?  Some  who  have  been  admonished  by 
many  providences,  who  have  all  their  lives  been  familiar 
with  the  accents  of  mercy,  with  those  truths  which  impart 
to  time  all  its  importance,  to  eternity  all  its  glory,  and 
who  still  are  "  without  hope,  and  without  God  ?  "  Who 
can  refrain  from  feeling  the  tenderest  solicitude  for  such? 
It  seems  as  if  that  Saviour,  who  once  wept  in  pity  and 
grief  over  Jerusalem,  would  weep  over  them  and  say^ 
"  Oh  that  ye  would  know,  in  this  your  day,  the  things 
which  belong  to  your  peace."  Let  me  admonish  such, 
with  all  fidelity,  that  the  ministry  they  have  received 
stands  connected  with  eternal  consequences.  The 
many  Sabbaths,  which  we  have  seen  together,  have  not 
passed  away  to  be  forgotten.  They  have  travelled  over 
to  meet  us,  when  we  enter  eternity.  It  becomes  me 
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not,  therefore,  to  dwell,  on  the  present  occasion,  upon 
jour  many  acts  of  kindness  towards  me,  —  upon  all 
which  jou  have  done  to  make  my  connection  with  you 
pleasant  and  desirable,  but,  rather  to  draw  an  inspiration 
from  the  circumstances  of  this  interview  to  beseech  you, 
now,  to  become  reconciled  unto  God.  I  warn  you,  that 
the  word  of  God  will  not  return  unto  him  void.  It 
always  has,  and  always  will,  prove  either  a  savor  of 
life  unto  life,  or  a  savor  of  death  unto  death,  to  all  who 
hear  it.  I  must  again  remind  you,  that  he  who  is  often 
reproved,  and  hardeneth  his  neck,  will  suddenly  be 
destroyed,  and  that  without  remedy.  Light  neglected 
augments  guilt ;  and  salvation  despised  aggravates  con- 
demnation. Oh,  save  me,  I  entreat  you,  from  appearing 
at  last  as  a  witness  against  any  of  my  dear  people.  Let 
me  not  be  forced  to  say,  at  the  close  of  my  ministry,  to 
my  Lord  and  Master,  'I  have  warned  and  reproved  as 
thou  hast  commanded,  but  they  would  not  hear.  None 
have  believed  my  report,  and  to  none  has  the  arm  of  the 
Lord  been  revealed.'  But,  thanks  be  to  God,  some 
have  believed.  He  hath  blessed  and  rewarded  me, 
though  I  went  forth  with  tears  to  sow  the  seed,  by 
giving  me  some  souls  as  the  seals  of  my  ministry.  But 
my  heart's  desire  and  prayer  unto  God  is,  that  all  may 
be  saved.  Would  that  1  might  at  last  appear  with  my 
bosom  full  of  sheaves.  My  thoughts  run  forvv'ard  to  the 
bar  of  God,  where  minister  and  people  will  receive 
their  irreversible  doom.  While  I  pray  God  to  forgive 
all  my  unfaithfulness,  1  must  not  cease  to  warn  you, 
that  he  who  knows  his  Lord's  will,  and  does  it  not,  will 
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then  be  beaten  with  many  stripes.  I  warn  you  to  pre- 
pare for  the  day  when  the  Judge  will  separate  the  chil- 
dren of  men,  as  a  shepherd  divideth  the  sheep  from  the 
goats.  I  admonish  you,  while  the  bridegroom  tarrieth, 
prepare  for  his  coming.  And  receive  this  as  the  last 
warning  from  one  who  longs  for  your  salvation,  that  it 
is  better  to  perish  anywhere  than  in  a  world  resounding 
with  the  voice  of  the  Son  of  God,  —  with  the  offers  of 
pardon  vibrating  in  your  ears,  and  this  ocean  of  mercy 
rolling  at  your  feet. 

How  delightful  once  more  to  guide  you  all  to  this 
Lamb  of  God,  that  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world. 
The  closing  of  every  ministry,  should  be,  like  that  of 
the  Bible  ;  —  "  Come,  come,  whosoever  will,  let  him 
come."  Christ  came  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which  was 
lost.  He  is  all  tenderness  and  love.  It  was  the  remark 
of  a  dying  friend :  "  The  feelings  of  Christ  towards 
sinners  seem  not  so  much  like  anger,  as  grief  and  pity : 
Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 
And  such  they  are.  He  wept  over  Jerusalem.  He 
was  grieved  when  he  saw  the  hardness  of  the  heart. 
His  joy  was  to  lead  men  back  to  God.  His  invitation 
is,  "  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  He  stands  at  the  door 
of  the  soul,  till  his  head  is  filled  with  dew,  and  his  locks 
with  the  drops  of  the  night.  Even  now,  his  voice 
sounds  sweetly  above  the  rage  and  tumult  of  sinful 
passions ;  "  Behold  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock,  if 
any  man  will  open,  I  will  come  in,  and  sup  with  him, 
and  he  with  me."     Above  all,  he  died  for  us.     We  have 
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not  a  friend  on  earth  that  would  die  for  us.  But,  be- 
hold, how  he  loved  us !  And  shall  we  not  love  him  ? 
When  he  is  so  much  concerned  for  us,  shall  we  feel  no 
concern  for  ourselves  ?  Yes,  we  will  set  our  faces  to- 
wards the  heavenly  Zion.  No  longer  will  we  wound 
our  Saviour  by  distrusting  his  love,  neglecting  his  great 
salvation.  "  Come,  let  us  return  unto  the  Lord,  for  he 
hath  torn,  and  he  will  heal  us  :  he  hath  smitten,  and  he 
will  bind  us  up :  his  going  forth  is  prepared  as  the 
morning,  and  he  will  come  unto  us  as  the  ram,  as  the 
latter  and  former  rain  on  the  earth." 


